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would never again kneel by a man to embrace
him. That had been for Georges alone. But
she turned to him, looking at him with so much
sweetness that his heart was comforted as it had
never been since the day of his marriage.

* Francis,'  she  said,   t in  the way of love  I
shall never care for any man again, but in the way
of ourselves, of all our lives,  I  love you most
dearly.    And I will win a victory here/

He was about to put a hand to her.    He
stopped and listened.

* Hush,' he said.    * I thought I heard a door
opening.'

But there was no sound.    The door was fast
closed.